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Prolegomenary Epistle; 



My Friend: — 

"These are the phantoms of infernal dreams^" I 
muttered, with Metrocles the Cynic, and flung into 
the flames the following papers: Fuliginous Oritica 
toith Flammivomous Mouths; Bleached Poeis and 
Intellectual Dandies; The Caged Bird, Propriety, 
and Solomon Motley; Poke Her V the Rihs and Hear 
the Old Bird Cackle; OhambermaUds of Helicon; 
Pornography; American Letters a Patch in the Seat 
of John BulVs Pants; The Chief Assument-shops, 
Burgersdorp and the City of the Oreat Pod; Athens 
of the Leguminophagi, — In short, there will be no 
post-face to this, my second play, entitled The 
Poisoners. 

Respecting it, I believe I made all these people — 
the dram^ais personae, I mean, — ^their characters, 
affairs, dialogue, pirouettings, destinies — they are 
parthenogenetlc. Dozing in my chair one afternoon, 
I felt the divine impulse. 'Bdeathl cried I, leaping 
up, ril write again: fools, like lies, are of three kinds 

and degrees — plain fools, d n fools, and — always 

excepting the "BfnaoB!" — critics — Pll not he daunted, 

"Sooner men learn— «nd seldomer forget 1— 
What critics scorn, than what they highly rate.^^ 

With that I draughted the flrst scene, it begat the 
second, these coupled fruitfully again, and so on 
through the play; each scene being more or less 
consectaneous to, and interdigitating with, its pre- 
decessor. 



* Addressed to Doctor L. G. McKellops, Saint Louis. 



Pbolegomenabt Bfistle. 

Wliat came thus lies before you. If it lacks merit, 
what's the odds? Our age — ^the golden one of redac- 
tion and compilation — ^knows not the savor of true 
literature. The whole world writes — ^why not I? 
Writers are no longer authors — ^they are only voted 
such, like those generals scofTed at by the philoso- 
pher when he advised the Athenians to pass a motion 
that asses were horses. — Humph! is it not sometimes 
done in our day? Our poets are phrase-decorators of 
the third class; our philosophers, cataloguers and 
tabulators of figures; our novelists — faugh! — "out of 
breath to no purpose, very busy about nothing" — 
I stop. 

E. S. 

St. Louis, May, 1906. 
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THE POISONERS. 



Dramatis Personae, 

Ck>UNT Nebfo, an old Italian nobleman, 

GiAOOMo, his nephew — intimate toith Oariola, 

DoNATELLo, o soldier — rejected lover of Beatrice. 

Pope Alexander VI. 

Beatbioe, a young Florentine wedded to Count Nerfo. 

Cabiola, a Spanish girl — paramour to Count Nerfo, 
living in the palace as his niece. 

Pdcta, a vender of poisons — notable for philanthropy. 

Ck)NSTANTIA, ' 

Stella, 

Stephania, 

Friars, Doctors, Prefect, Officers, Old Woman, Secre- 
tary, Judge, Notary, Advocates, Crier, Gaoler, 
Guards, Host, the Mother of Beatrice, 
and other fill-scenes of both sexes. 



waiting-women to the 

Countess Beatrice. 



QoENK — Rome, in the time of the Borgias. 
Time op Action — three days. 
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The Poisoners. Prologue, 



PROLOGUE. 



Of twain that were not one the work dlBcoarseth, 
Showing in cursed bonds chill age and yoath, — 
Aix old owl matched with a sweet-singing lark, — 
That olden theme of woeful tragedy: 
Content ye with this clew — the rest's our play. 



ACT I. 



ACT ONE. 

Precis, — Count Nerfo, a rich old nobleman, during 
a quarrel strikes his young wife, Beatrice: — infuri- 
ated, she presently leaves the palace — ^never to re- 
turn! — ^with a terrible purpose in her heart, fully 
revealed in succeeding scenes. In scene four the 
passionate girl, now grown irresolute, encounters 
Donatello, the lover jilted for Ck>unt Nerfo, while 
returning from Pieta*B house — ^where, by the by, 
another character, Cariola, also appears — armed with 
the deadly potion. She revealing her unhappiness 
and the projected crime, the thoughtless and impetu- 
ous soldier — first securing the phial — ^persuades Bea- 
trice to accompany him to a place of refuge, which 
turns out to be in old Pieta's grounds. — There the 
act leaves them. 



Act I. 

SCBNE I.— A room in Count Nebfo's palace. 

Evening, 

The Count and Beatrice in action. 

Count. Would I had ne'er espoused thee! 

Sick fantasy still surfeits discontent; — 

Try not my patience longer, — ^thou must mend; 

Study my wants, serve where thou ow'st fidelity. 

E'en now thy robe's awry,— thou'rt too untidy; 

Hang up those tresses — see, they mop thy brow; 

Smooth out those furrows 'twixt thy rutilant 
eyes, — 

Nay, why shouldst thou e'er frown? What cause 
hast thou? 

What wast thou when I took thee? Rome knows 
well! 

Was't not thy father wore Antisthenes' cloak* 10 

Lank on his marcid frame, — ^but the rents in- 
ward? — 

That jest is scarce laid yet that mocked his for- 
tune, — 

His habit cured our youth of melancholy. 

Art not thou Beatrice, daughter of that D'Urbino? 

Th* embassy that brought ye first from Florence — 

Proud beggarly family! — sure was my undoing: 

Oh, a wise mottier and a handsome daughter 

Out-plot Fate oft to mend a broken fortune! 



* The cloak of Antisthenes, like that of all Oynlcs, was more 
or less notable for Its rents and patches; and, as the sect 
made a virtue of poverty, with Its attendant meanness of 
apparel, this philosopher was not Innocent of flaunting his 
tatterdemallonlam In the public^ face. Thence came Soc- 
rates^ fflbe, '*I see yonr silly vanity through the holes In your 
cloak.^^ 



The Poisoners. Act J, 

Mark how thou didst succeed — want nourished 

thee^ 
Now haught'est dames sicken with envy 'fore 20 

thee, 
Eclipsed by that magnificence N^rfo grants: 
Disloyal woman! canst thou ne'er be grateful? 
Beat. Tira-la-lee! Storm still, old lord, storm 

still- 
Poor miserable fool, what dost thou say? [Sings. 

An old Ictscioious lord uhm he, 

8he hut a youngling maid, — 
Nay, nay! thou'rt almost handsome when thou'rt 

angry, 
Ha, ha, ha! but blind as a chalk Argus. [Sings. 

Her mother m,ade the match, troAeet 

While Cupid fled dismayed. 30 

Count. Mock'st me, disdainful woman! 

[Strikes her — she swoons. Exit Count. 

Enter Ck)N8TANTiA hastily. 

Const. My lady, my lady! Base heartless yil- 
lain! 
Stella! Stephania! O dear mistress! 
[Others come, — they chafe and work over the 
Countess. 
Beat. [Reviving.^ Ah me! 
Const. My lady, thou art better? 
Beat. Away! 
Const. Hence, minions! 

[Exeunt Stella and Steph. 
The Tinaigrette, madam? 
Beat. [Suspiciously — half rising.^ Thou camest 
quickly, — 
Where wast thou, Constantla? 40 

Const. Quickly, madam? Oh, no, no! 
Pardon thy negligent Constance, gentle lady. 
Beat. Pardon thee? 
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Scene IL The Poisoners. 

Const, I swear 111 never more be found re- 
miss, — 
Oh, think, thou couldBt have died while Constance 

tarried; 
These spellB, alas! Indeed, indeed, these spells — 
Beat, Ah! thou wast really absent, then — t±iou 
Heardst naught? 
Const, Madam? 

Beat, Nor saw aught? 50 

Const, As I entered 

My helpless mistress pallid as in death: — 
Old rascally confessor! he's so tedious, — 
He spends two hours o'er a young girPs troubles. 
Beat, Ah! thou wast at church? 

[Aside,] Thank Ood! she then, at least, knows 

nothing. 
[Aloud,] Dost think I lay long in the swoon, 
Constantia? 
Const, Madam, I fear so. [Aside,] Tell-tale 
finger-print, 
Thou'rt limned in her cheek blood-red yet! 
Beat, Thou canst go. 60 

[Exit Constantia. 77ie Countess pulls out 
a poniard, and stares at it for a tohUe; 
then rising, she flings on a cloak and de- 
parts, . 

SCENE II. — The street before Pieta's house, 
Time^ somewhat later. 

Enter Beatrice. 

Beat. Thou frown'st, ill-omened place, and 
daunt'st my spirit, — 
Thrice have I come, thrice gone. Ah! the door 
opens. 

[Shrinks hack to concealment, — several fig- 
ures pass out. 

7 



The Poisoners. Act I, 

Thus from the gap of hell black shadows stalk 

forth. 
Bent on fell errands betimes, as grandams tell: — 
Some then have resolution, — some; but thou, 
Bondslave of passion, puppet of man's whim! 
Go home, bear blows, lie with thy lord — and live; 
Religion, law and morals will commend thee, — 
Framed not of woman, nor yet for her — hy her 
Most cherished. Fool! the light withdraws, 10 

The hour of access ends, — in, ere too late; — 
Scarce know I mine own mind — ^but, Fate, urge 

onward! [She enters the house, 

SCEjNE III. — A room in Pieta's house. Time, a - 
few minutes later, Pieta and Beatrice. 

Pieta, Poison, madam? Oh, thou wrong'st me, 

lady! 
Mass, 'tis an ill-reporting world we live in; — 
Where gott'st thou that report? True, I have 

remedies — 
Remedies, madam! 

And should a friend or so that loves my skill, — 
Pope's issue, cardinal or capistrate friar — 
Come with his troubles, why, I might sell him — 

remedies! 
Like my confreres, the doctors — excellent men. 
Who with another purpose use them too, — 
But, since done awkwardly, pish! — ^the end's the 10 

same. 
Lo! my cabinet. [Opening one.] Here are fate's 

antidotes, madam, — 
■Ranged on each shelf see puissant herbs and min- 

'rals, 
With subtile essences that serve bold wills 
To mend crossed plans, and temper dispositions. — 
Their virtues, madam, are to conquer men, 

8 



^' Scene III, The Poisonebs. 
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And I have named them after conquerors; — • 
Here's Alexander — operates in a pill, 
There Julius Caesar's spirit — in a phial; 
That the Ellixir Hannibal — [A knock ivithout. 
Beat. For Heaven's sake, let no one enter! 20 

Pieta. Whisper, madam: — 

A little of the Elixir Hannibal? 
It comes from Afric, like the Punic chief. 
But there's no Roman e'er may stay its pro- 
gress; — 
Take it for sixty florins. [Knocking.] Coming, 

coming! 
It strikes home quickly, too; — the phial's three 

doses — 
Bar vomiting, one's sure. 

Beat. E}nough! — make haste. [Gives money. 
Hast no secret exit? [Secures the poison. 

Pieta. Ah, madam! the delicacy of my cust'mers, 30 
And business tact — straight ahead, my lady! 

[Opens a hidden door — exit Beatrice. 
Pieta replaces the hangings, and un- 
latches the other. 

Enter Cabiola. 

Car. Thou hadst company? 
Pieta. The friar, my brother, dear; — ^but he is 
gone. 
Thou bring'st it? 

Car. Jewels worth double the price, old dame: 
Come, give it me, — ^the stronger potion, mind! 

[The exchange is made. 
Pieta. Trust me, dear: — but whom wouldst thou 

kill, lamb? 
Car. Why, an old gray wolf. Farewell. [Exit. 
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The Poisonebs. Act 7, 

SCEjNB IV. — A street near Count Nebfo's palace. 

Time, as indicated. 

Enter Bbatbioe. 

Beat Old, — ^his vows won me from a happy 
home; 
Rich, — ^he preyailed against my chosen lover; 
Noble, — ^he mars my young life with abuse. 
And tells me daily I pollute his bed, 
Tet when the humor comes caresses me — 
O worse than death! 'Tis then I loathe him most 
My parents chide me, — ^Florence adds her dole, — 
And Yow they'll never harbor petulance; 
The priest upbraids me too, and chants com- 
pliance. 
And everywhere I'm hedged and fenced in misery. 10 
O God! O Fate! O Chance! O dark'ning Riddle, 
Great teeming Word, or Spirit Immanent, 
Scaturient Source of Being, Cosmic Soul, 
All-seeing Eye, Great Timoneer of Things, 
Or what Thou art beside, by all names called, — 
Why doet Thou so afflict the worm Thou mad'st? 
Projected on this sphere by thy decree, 
Man stumbles like one drunken to his doom; 
Clewless and lost in a daedalian maze, 
Broken with cares or crimes, his spirit groans; — 20 
And till the awful pause there's no release. , 

Naught in his power Thou leav'st save some brief 

hours. 
Dissolute in play, or else worse spent. 
And as begotten so the frame's dissolved — 
Not with the sufferer's privity or consent; — 
And still the wheel goes round from sire to son. 

Enter Donatello. 

Donat, What unhappy spirit walks here solitary, 
In troubled commune berating some hard fate? 

10 



Scene TV, Ths Poisonebs. 

Beat, Donatello^ O Donatello! [Bhe claspa him, 
Donat, Beatrice lyUrbino — ^hah! 30 

[He stands still and passive. 
Beat, True! Donatello hates me. Farewell. 

[Going, 
Donat, Hate thee, Beatrice? Ah me! thou art 
another's: — 
Oh, stay! Come back. [8he does so. 

Beat, Wilt thou see that I am buried, Dona- 
tello? 
Donat, Beatrice! buried? 

Beat, Oh! I drink poison, Donatello — I am dead: 
Adieu. [She pulls out the phial and raises it to 
her lips. 
Donat, Sweet Beatrice, art thou mad? 

[He seizes it. 
Beat. Thou cruel, too? Thou whom I loved 
Next to my God! 40 

Donat, Loved — -me? 

Beat. Oh, they wedded my body, Donatello, — 
But men cannot understand. 

Donat. Alas! I have been an exile for thee, — 
And canst thou understand? 
Beat. Soldier, thou lovedst me once? 
Donat, Once! 

Beat. Give me then the phial. 
Donat. Since when art wont to carry such things 
about thee? 
Is't truly poison? 50 

Beat. Give me leave to prove it. 

[He thrusts it in his doublet, 
Donat, Thy calmness shocks me: — art thou then 
unhappy? 
Dare he maltreat thee? 
Beat. [Perversely.] He, Donatello — who? 

[She averts her face. 
Thou hast seen service with the Duke of Milan? 

11 



The Poisonebs. Act I, 

Donat, Three unhappy years of banishment 
Have I spent in Milan's camp. 

Beat, Three years? 

Donat, The streets of Rome I trod last on thy 
wedding-night : — 
Was't not three years ago, Beatrice? 60 

Beat, [Choking,] Tears dim grief's retrospect, — 
If blowis were chronicles I could tell thee. [Exit, 

Donat. [Follotoing.] Beatrice! Beatrice! 

Re-enter Beatrice. 

Beat, Oh, whither can I go? I planned his death, 
And while I planned was strong with murd'rous 

wrath. 
But weakening, now I durst not meet his eye: 
O Donatello, hast no refuge for me? 

[A vesper-hen rings. 
Cursed with this load of sin, I dread the church — 
Twice on yon stoop, I paused and turned away: 
Confessors chasten oft with bitter words, 70 

Thrusting the fault of Eve upon her daughters, — 
Wantonly harsh, they bruise where mildness 
mends. [Abruptly — vHth vehemence: 

Oh! I'll search out some dark and loathsome 

hovel. 
Grow rank with vermin, haunt old Tiber's banks — 
Begging from ribald fishermen bare suHt'nance; 
I'll roam, beg, steal, — I'll plait the pliant osier. 
But never, never, never more go home! 
Donat, Thou didst plan thy husband's death? 
Beat. Or else the devil planned it — I concurring. 
Donat. My fair Beatrice a murderess? 80 

Beat. Monsters have died ere this and plaudits 

followed. 
Donat. [After a few moments of astonishment.] 

O Beatrice, my lovely Beatrice! 
Thou stand'st erect, and dry-eyed speak'st thy 
grief, 

12 



Scene V, The PoisoNiais. 

And yet I doubt thee not; — ^the tense lip quiy'ring. 
Thy swelling boBom, and the bated breath, 
Speak volumes. Oh, thou'rt beautiful! 
Crowned with the shades of night, thy black eye 

gleaming 
Brings 'fore me baleful scenes 'mid bristling 

cannon: 
I've seen thy courage on the battle-field, 
And mad deeds followed. Thy hatred's danger- 90 

ous, — 
When thoughts thus buffet law in Ood's defiance 
To shun their object's wise, and saves from crime: 
Come with me, then — I know a near retreat. 
Kept by a pious crone that loves a garden; 
There thou canst stay and pluck sweet-smelling 

roses, — 
A week of quiet musing sure will mend thee; 
I'll send a gentle friar for thy shrift, 
And soon deep calm will follow all this tumult; — 
But, if thou need'st redress — thy friend's a soldier! 

Beat [A moment irresolute, then:] 
Lead on! Thou'rt Heaven's providence to me. 100 

[Exeunt 

SCENE V. — Before a gardenrgate opening into the 

rear of Pieta's grounds — a different street 

than in Scene U, Time, as indicated. 

Enter Donatello and Beatrice. 

Donat How found'st thou out the evil dame that 

sold it? 

Beat. Constantia told me of her, — late in gaol. 

Charged with a poisoning, she was soon acquitted: 

High infiuence in the Church, 'twas said, protected 

her. 

Donat Oh, here's the gate! In without knocking. 

[Exeunt into the garden. 

13 



ACT II. 



ACT TWO. 

Precis. — Count Nerfo dies suddenly in the palace 
during Beatrice's absence, the event being indicated 
by two friars and Pieta in the first scen'es. In the 
third, the death-chamber scene, the lamentations of 
Giacomo, the nephew, and of Cariola, the presumptive 
niece, terminate in an accusation against the un- 
fortunate CountesB, to which the officers of the law 
readily Incline. The next shows the true state of 
affairs, Giacomo revealing part in a soliloquy, Cariola 
— alarmed and bent on flight by reason of discover- 
ing, and being accosted by, Pieta in the palace — the 
rest. Giacomo, having previously meditated Cariola's 
destruction, immediately seizes the opportunity, in- 
citing her to murder Pieta that very night, he pur- 
posing to do away with Cariola at the same time, 
as plainly indicated later. She consents, and the last 
scene of this act shows them about to leave the palace 
bent on that errand. As they go the well-meaning 
Constantia appears, following them. 
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Act II. 

SCENE I. — A street. Time, night of the same day. 

Enter two Fbiabs, meeting. 

First Friar. Whither goest thou? 

Second Friar. To the bedside 

Of a good friend of the Church — Count Nerfo; 
He is ill. 

First. 111? Thou hast scurvy intelligence, — 
He is dead. 

Second. Dead! The excellent Count dead? Ood 
forbid! 

First. So runs my report; — ^but, tush! 
With his pious sentiments known, his will — 

Second. Alack, alack! 10 

Trust no man's sentiments, — let us hasten. 
That chapel! He promised much, — ^that chapel! 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE II. — The street before the Count's palace. 

Time, a little later. 

Enter Pieta disguised. 

Pieta. He paddles well whoBe strokes fall right 

in sequence. 
But the best effort's vain, ill followed up: — 
It is my wont when any noble dies. 
Lady or lord, by sudden dark mischance, 
To come disguised as an holy nun, 
And, sprinkling o'er the dead some blessed drops. 
While the false dew all Bhed with ready art, 
I'll slyly peer around and con my faces — 
'Tis ten to one I'll find a customer; — 
But, lacked the eye acquaintance, ears have mem- 10 

'ry, too! 

17 



The Poibonbbs. Act II, 

And then, ah! then that private interview. 
With Madam, that powder t Sir, those amber 

drops! 
''What!— your* Yes, indeed *tis me--Pieta; 
Three days ago Hwas Michaelmas — at dusk, — 
Madam! you tremble, — by your leave, Fll ring! 
Not Then to the point sans verbioife: an old head 
Is iU at computation, — madam, that phial 
Which then I sold thee for ten paltry florins. 
Was really worth ten thousand! Credits marred 
By unfair ^vantage ta*en of oversight — 20 

Though thafs good business now that once was 

theft; — 
I ask not surety, — but the jewel thou wear^st — 
Some present payment? Oh, Ood bless thee, lady! 
I knew thou wouldst not Jet me cheat myself, — 
My toils, dear madam! keep three friars* orphans. 
But here's the door; — ^now, wit aid subtle practice! 
The rich count's dead, or else my cap'chin lied — 
Wroth from his cups he rose to hasten hither. 

[She enters the palace, 

SCENE III. — The chamber of death. Count Neb- 

po*s remains lying upon a couch; — Fbiabs, 

DooTOBs, etc, about the corpse. Time, 

as before, a few minutes after 

the scene preceding. 

First Friar, [Aside to Second.'\ He was the 
richest man in Rome: 
His Holiness, thou know'st, had expectations, — 
Were't not well to inform him? 
Second Friar,[Aside,'\ Forthwith, — go, go! Send 
officers on the way. [Exit Fibst Fbiab. 
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Scene III, The Poisonbbs. 

Enter Giaoomo distractedly. 

Oiac Oh, is he dead? Oh speak! I hope not 
vainly? 

uncle, my dear uncle! Art thou gone? 

[Embracing the dead. 

Enter Cabioxa similarly, and 
PncTA behind. 

Car. My uncle dead? Te lie! my uncle's sleep- 
ing,— 
See! on his bed he lies in dreamless slumber; 
Indeed, indeed, — oh, oh, my cousin! 

[Casting herself weepingly in Giacomo's 
arms, 
Pieta. [Aside,] My little lamb! Nay, in the Holy 10 
City 
It takes not a long search to find a poisoner. 

[8he goes through her motions, — then takes 
up her station near the door. 
Oiac. Doctor, his eye! It looks not glazed to 
me— 
Hah! on my soul, methought that left lid blinked — 
Ho! camphor, sinapis, — ^bring aqua yitae! 
Will ye not chafe him? Doctors, ye're all palsied! 
Blow in his lungs, hold spirits to his nostrils; — 
Try mirror, feather, hand against a candle—* 
Ah me! all's Tain. 
Doctor. It is indeed, my lord, — Count Nerfo's 
dead; 

1 fear by poison. 20 

[Another outburst from the twain. 

Enter Constantia and Stephania. 

Const. [Aside.'i My mistress! not here either? 
8teph. [Excitedly to Giac] My lord, the Coun- 
tess! She has flown, — 
She's not to be found in the palace, high or low. 

19 



The Poisonebs. Act II, 

Enter Pbefect and Officers. 

Oiac. [Loudly.] Dead, and by poison! And the 
Countess flown! 
Didst thou say flown, girl? [To Steph. 

Steph. In vain we searched room, corridor and 
garden. — 
None saw her in the palace since the quarrel. 
Oiac, Hah, qtuirrell True, the Count's last word 
was "quarreV*: — 
"Giacomo," he gasped, "my toif^* — oh, oh! 
'Twas his last word, — ^methought he asked for her, 30 
And rushed out for the Countess, — ^found her not. 
And then — O Doctor! didst thou say poison? 
Doct. [8tiftly.] Upon my skill and reputation, 
sir, 
'Twas poison killed the Count. 
Prefect Alarm the watch! Raise hue and cry 
for her! [Exit an Off. 

My lord^ thou canst describe her? [To Giac. 

Giac. [Pointing,] Ton's her picture: 

Such as thou seest her there, so looks the Coun- 

tess,""" 
The little oval of her face nigh buried 
'Neath raven tresses, piled like Cybele's tower. 40 
She's of the silent kind that makes good plotters, 
Sad-miened and dark; — she sits and ponders 

much. 
And when she looks at you it seems a dirge 
Rings in your ears, so mournful is her glance. 
Oh!— 

Car, Will you not come to the point, sir? 
I charge the Countess Beatrice with the death. 
Giac, And I. Alas! we are not hasty, sir? 

[To Pbefbot. 
Prefect, My lord, her guilt's too palpable; — 
But, with your leave, we'll search the palace over, 60 
Gathering what evidence else bears on the case. 
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(Hac. I'll lead the way. My weeping cousin, 
follow; — 
Go, keep thy room, — secluBion may bring comfort. 
Unhappy Countess! May she prove her innocence! 
[Exeunt Giacomo, Pbefeot, Officebs and 
Fbiabs; — Cabiola, wailing a little morey 
prepares to follow. 
Pieta, [Whispers to her at the door.'\ For the 
sake of the old gray wolf. 
Come thou and see me. [Exit. 

Car. My God! 

[Exit hastily after her. Scene closes, leav- 
ing the physicians whispering and ges- 
ticulating angrily, in the usual way, over 
the corpse. 

SCENE IV. — Another room in the palace. Gia- 
como pacing it. Time, not much later. 

Qiac. Now boast, old fool, if boast thou canst in * 
hell,— 
The heir thou didst expect shall ne'er be bom; 
My fears are laid, attendant on that yaunt. 
And subtle Giacomo enjoys all: 
No grudging hand, still loth, may dole my pittance, 
Eixact the strict account, threaten curtailment. 
Yet riot, a Commodus of three score — 
In his own pleasures lavish without stint. 
The palace a bordello. Let friars scheme now. 
Profiting by evil dreams a surfeit brings — 10 

Rich donatives may not ruin Giacomo; — 
Though thence comes excellent balm when con- 
science bothers. 
And heirs in Rome may not prove too remiss. 

[He pauses, hums a canzone, and resumes. 
My nuptials, too, may now be consummated — 
My fortune equalling hers, proud Nera's mine; — 
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Good uncle, thy obstruction ends here too. 

It thrives. Indeed — all's mine — ^ha! e'en his Io- 
nian, — 

Damn'd Bweet delirium, mak'st me blind to that? 

Zounds! the next step's her riddance; — steel or 
potion 

Must finish her privily — ^two hold ill one secret. 20 

Had I foreseen the lucky flight o' the Countess, 

I had not had a partner in the business; 

But, since I have, the tale wants still a chapter. 

Let her stroll forth alone some friendly night! — 

The matter is despatched — [A knock. 

Enter Cabiola. 

Car. Give me a thousand ducats! I'll not lin- 
ger;— 
Jewels I have, but ready money none — 
I fly this night for Milan. 
Giac. What ails thee? 

Car. She that sold the draught knows all! — ^was 30 
here, 
And spoke to me. 
Oific. Great God! 

Car. I followed swiftly, but she would not par- 
ley;— 
Her bidding was to come to her at once. 
Oiac. How! come to her? Where? 
Car. To her own house, that Tophet 'fore a 
garden. 
Where there's a lodge that harbors poor and pil- 
grim, — 
Cursed hag! she's notable for her charities, — 
Indeed her name's Pieta: — the chief business 
She doth transact in front. O villain mischance! 40 
I know not how she came to enter here, — 
'Twas she that kept the precant attitude 
Hard by the door disguised — How now? 

[He laughs. 
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Gioc. Dost thou so weakly think to take to 
flight. 
When a Btilletto can rid thee of this fear 
Forever? [He puUs out his stilletto. 

Car. Hah! I conceive, — 

She deals alone, too, with her customers. 

Oiac, Do thou go to her at once. 
And get full quittance. 50 

[He thrusts the blade on her. 

Car, [Accepting it,] Thou wilt accompany me? 

Oiac, Canst thou doubt it? 

And yet 'tis best thou go alone within, — 
Suspicion else might frustrate our design. 
Something I'll flnd bears Beatrice' monogram, 
Which thou canst drop before thou dost dispatch 

her, 
As she bends o'er the jewels, plate or ducats 
Thou bring'st to bribe her with; — dost thou con- 
ceive? 

Car. Exceeding well, my cautelous preceptor, — 
The Countess then must answer for two murders. 60 

€Hac, [Fondling her,} My pretty Andalusian! 
Thou'rt apt enough in some things, I'll be Bworn, — 
For instance, thou canst drug an old count's wine: 
Come, tell me again how he acted. 

Car, With his weak eelly arms caressing me. 
He boasted of his cunning wit in gallantries. 
Gloating o'er old amours and pillaged virtue; — 
Nor failed to glory how he fooled the Countess, 
These several years, with a weak simple lie. 
Keeping his paramours under her very nose, 70 

Calling them Spanish nieces. O damn'd villain! 
He owned rich lands in Andalusia, too; — 
*Tis there my parents dwell, — 'twas there he 

bought me; 
He bought me as a peasant buys a pig— • 
So much flesh for his purpose, so much money: 
A ruined harvest timed his proffer well, — 
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Loth and suspicious first, my sire demurred. 

But gold in present wages poured before him 

Removed his scruples, — ^thus I came to Rome 

To serve, 'twas said, the Countess. 80 

All this the hoary satyr dwelt upon. 

Ere his last draught convulsed him: — 

But what he failed to tell of was Giacomo, 

Comely and tender, loving, sweet Giacomo, 

Or how he won the heart of Cariola, — 

For which he now must make Cariola countess. 

Qiac. What more did my uncle do? Did he slob- 
ber still? 

Car, And when she's counteBs all the dames in 
Rome, 
Dressed in their festal robes, will look like beg- 
gars. 
To her compared. 90 

Oiac. Didst thou give it him in pure wine. 
Or in caudle? 

Car, We'll not live here, though, — 

I like Avignon. 

Oiac, By this time the Prefect may know all: 
Humph! thou wilt break well on the wheel, me- 

thinks, — 
Thy bones are small. 

Car, Giacomo! 

Oiac, But being base-born more, perhaps, awaits 
thee. — 
Canina sepultua* may be added. 100 

Gar. Come! I'm ready. 

Oiac, Ah well! 

We rot as well in marmor ossuaries, — 
Rich as Caria's king's, — as in a ditch. 
Get thee to bed, — ^good-night. [Going, 

* Oanvna tepultti»—dog'hVLria,l: a post-thanatal penalty In- 
flicted on malignant malefactors and hei*etlc8, especially 
those who escaped by a felo de te. The commonest form was 
Interment at a cross-roads with a stake driven through the 
body. 
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Car. I charge thee stay! I'll not say good-night 
Till the deed's done. [Flourishing the poniard, 

Oiac, My own Cariola! 

Car, We must take forethought for protection; — 
I rest secluded — but his slave suggests 110 

That Count Giacomo instruct his menials 
About their several charges for the night. 
Lest seeking him^ his absence should be noted. 

Oiac. Well thought on, — ^tiiat I'll presently do, 
Then we'll disguise: I'll don some servitor's suit,— 
Find thou a page's. 

Car, Nay, not for Cariola! Undisguised 
I'll do the deed — I'm swift and ready. 

Oiac. As thou wilt, 

So thou but go, and fail not to sate Moloch. 120 

Car. Away, away! On a short errand we, 
But a long Journey for somebody. [Exeunt. 

SCENE V. — The garden of the palace. Time, as 

indicated. 

Enter Giacomo as a serving-man. 

Oiac. The fates spin well to serve a villain's 
ends: — 
Now goes the facile doxy to her doom, — 
Herself dispatching first the knowing crone. 
As she emerges quick I'll finish her. 

Enter Cabiola. 

Car. My Giacomo, come, — 

When danger presses minutes are most precious. 

Oiac, Good, good! 

All eagerness art thou now, though first so faint. 
When thou art countess — oh! I'll tell tiiee some- 
thing — [Exeunt, 
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Enter Constantia disguised. 

Canst, I've watched, then, not in vain — there's 10 
plotting, too; — 
But who's the varlet with her? That I know not, — 
They spoke in muffled tones. O my dear mistress! 
I serve thee well, I know. In following them, — 
More mischief's brewing. [Exit, 
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ACT THREE. 

Precis. — Pleta shows her circumspection, an old 
servant closely resembling her being detailed to re- 
ceive the expected visitors: — the presence of Dona- 
tello and Beatrice in the hospitable lodge in her gar- 
den indicated. In the second scene the murderers 
arrive, Giacomo cautioning Cariola to ascertain defi- 
nitely if Pieta alone shares their secret before stab- 
bing her; — she seeks the entrance, he waits at a 
place assigned. Scene three portrays Donatello'B 
passion and temptation in the garden, he finally sur- 
rendering and re-entering the lodge bent on an evil 
purpose. The next shows the fruitlessness of it, and 
Beatrice's invincible chastity: — revulsive rage, as in 
all lovers similarly disappointed, caps his perturba- 
tions, and, vehemently loading her with reproaches, 
he leaves the place, she soon following. The last 
scene has the murder of Cariola by Giacomo, indi- 
cates that of Pieta's servant, Doma, and finds the 
untimely-arriving Beatrice in the toils, with damning 
circumstantial evidence against her. To this coiu 
tretempa the misguided zeal of Gonstantia contri- 
butes, and she is rewarded by being imprisoned with 
her mistress. 
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Act III. 

SCENE I. — A room in Pieta's house. Time, the 

same night. 

Enter Pieta and an Old Woman. 

Pieta. Nay, thou'rt to take my place In front to- 
night; — 
Who lodges in the garden? 
Old Woman. Two wayfarers, mistress, — ^they 
came late, too — 
A cavalier and his lady. 
Pieta. The lodge pays ill, though 'tis well adver- 
tised: 
"The good Pieta's doors are always open," 
So wag men's tongues, — ^and many find a bed, 
A meal, wine, refuge — oft in bitterest need; 
But with a blessing most discharge the debt — 
Reading with moist eyes o'er the portal, "Caritas!" 10 
With that they're gone — I'd fain abandon it. 
And yet I durst not while my trade thrives well. 
We'll trust to rich gratuities for reward — 
PerhapB some generous lover now disports there. 
Didst mark what late I told thee? 
Old Woman. I did, good mifitress. 
Pieta. Then to thy post, — ^here, throw my shawl 
about thee — 
Humph! thou canst pass for old Pieta's double. 
Play well thy part — ^look sharp, and mark who 

comes: 
I have described thee one in several parts, 20 

Who brings me gold or jewels on a debt — 
Thou know'st I sell love-philtres, herbs and ungu- 
ents. 
And loan, to boot, some money out on interest — 
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Not less take thou than twenty thousand florins, 

Or its equivalent: — say still, "I erred," 

But press her not, — insist the sum is up, 

Like the old sibyl's book, higher for waiting; — 

Budge not an inch — complaisant, bland and cold. 

Hold thou the door if she demur too much; 

But if a lord comes with her, by good hap, 30 

Double to forty thousand. Canst do this? 

Old Woman. Right well, mistress. 

Pieta. Go to thy station. [Exit Old Woman. 
'Tis my callid practice thus to use her — 
Faithful she is and true — but still mankind! 
Our tendencies are good — oh! very good, — 
When no reward's in sight for doing wrong: — 
I'll watch behind the curtain. [Exit, 

SCENE II. — The street before Pieta's house. 
Time, as before indicated. 

Enter Giacomo and Cabiola. 

Car. Stop, — ^here's the house. 
Oiac. The domicile in the shadow, 

With the half-ruined portico? 
Car. Yea. 

Oiac. Strike not at once, but parley with her 
first; 
Learn, if thou canst, if any share the secret. 
Since if she be not sole repository 
The deed were vain, redounding but more hazard. 

Car. Well, we'll haggle, then; — 

If aught miscarries, where wilt thou be? 10 

Oiac. See, there projects an antique massy pil- 
lar — 
I'll take my stand behind it: shouldst need help 
Cry loud, ho! Dominus. 
Car. Be it so, then. 

[She enters the portico; — Tie takes his sta- 
tion. 
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SCENE m.-^The garden in Pieta's grounds. 

Time, ct8 before. 

Enter Donatello. 

Donat. Curse on this passion! Sure, it will undo 

me; — 
Racked soul, thou echo'st now her own wild 

words — 
Oh, whither, whither? Conscience bids me flee. 
But while it urges passion holds me back. 
Like the cruel lime the linnet. O thou false one! 
Wouldst thou rob hapless virtue of her crown. 
Because she trusted thee in guilelessnees — 
Placed by dire need at the damn'd spoiler's mercy? 
Oh! it were better thou shouldst hang thyself, 
Like black Iscariot. Calm she sleeps within — 10 
I looked upon her as she lay in innocence — 
What subtle flames fanned up the beauteous 

vision! 
Ere she reposed I kissed her gracious hand. 
And then it was that all the cheated years 
Combined in one wild tumult of desire. 
And swept my senses from me; half a pace 
I moved rash towards her, — ^but her sad cold eye. 
Oped wide and flxed upon me, froze desire. 
And yet methought she looked still kindly on 

me, — 
Hah! yes, 'tis very true, she eyed me kindly, 20 
And when she spake good-night a tear-drop glis- 
tened 
'Neath the deep fringe— 'tis sure she likes me. 
Zounds! who holds back when Heaven invites him 

in? 
Quoth she, I need not holt the chamber-door — 
Thou 8leep*8t without^ — my Donatello guards 

me: — 
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Pool! but reserved, oft women are called frigid; — 
'Tis hardly possible she is so childish 
As not to grasp her lorn predicament, — 
Perhaps I'm blind — good pavid soul, I'll prove it! 
Now, god of love, be kind to Donatello. 30 

[He enters the lodge, 

SCENE IV. — The "bedrchamber. Beatrice sleeping 
on a couch, partly disrobed; — a tamper burn- 
ing. Time, as indicated. 

Enter Donatello stealthily. 

Donat. She sleeps! — 

My Venus bower ed in her garden lodge: 
Surcharged with fanning odors from without. 
The room's a sensuous heaven-— O my goddess! 
I'm mad, I'm drunken. — 

[He lies dovm beside her, and kisses her — 
she wakes. 
Beat. [Springing up.l What dost thou here? Vil- 
lain! hence. 
Donat. Hush! 'tis thy Donatello. 
Beat. My Donatello? Cursed Tarquin, rather! — 
Night's vampire. Dog! I know my role, too. 

[Jerks out a poniard. 
Donat. Peace! if thou dost — shouts are in vain 10 
here, though — 
Our sole co-occupant is a deaf old woman. 
Thou need'st not fear me, Beatrice. 
Beat. Scoundrel! I do not — I have that can 
charm thee, — 
Or else defeat thy purpose. Come not nearer! 
Traitor, didst thou not promise? 

Donat. I'll keep my distance, — 

Why art thou thus alarmed, dear Beatrice? 
Beat. What brings thee in my room? O mon- 
strous! 
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Donat. Why, I was chilled as with an ague, Bea- 
trice, 
Lying without on the cold, comfortless floor — 20 
Pillowed on my sword; — scarce knowing what I 

did, 
I wandered in here. 
Beat. Hah, true, — poor Donatello! 
Donat Thy couch was warm, — and room there 

was beside thee. 
Beat. How, wretch! 
Donat. Nay, I meant naught but my poor body's 

comfort. 
Beat. Dubious thy action, — dubious more thy 

words! 
Donat. Dost thou not love me, Beatrice? 
Beat. Why, I've thought so; — but the high sepi- 
ment 
Of law and of religion lies between us — Mark! 30 

Donat. Why still thrust'st thou thy dagger's 

point toward me? 
Beat, ril thrust it in my bosom, move thou 

closer. 
Donat. Have I not convinced thee? 
Be<U. Astounded still I listen, — 

My ears half charmed, but more my infitinct fears 
thee. 
Donat. Come, give me the poniard. 
Beat. Not till the fort is ta'en are arms sur- 
rendered. [Puts it in her hoaom. 
Donat. [Aside.^ Til more dissemble: 
Colubrine windings, and the lime of gloze, 
Subtly applied, prevail still with Eve's progeny, — 40 
Plain suit direct affronts 'em, and so fails. 
[Aloud.] Suspicious of me still! And yet I served 

thee, 
And, when 'tis noised about what I have done, 
Donatello then must sufCer Nerfo's wrath; — 
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'Twas at thy plea I meddled with the matter, — 
Nay, heed my words — ^thou'rt not obtuse or slow — 
A refuge for the night at least I found Uiee, 
And saved thee from the crime of bloody mur- 
der; — 
Hah, Beatrice! dost know I could destroy thee. 
Blabbing but one word of thy evil purpose? 50 

Beat Thou'rt welcome. 

Donat, I'll perish first! Yet look thou at the 
business 
With the world's eyes, — which same world still 

must judge us 
From its own view-point, argue as we may. 
Philosophy's perlustration all unknown, — 
Recall thy flight, thy absence, and the quarrel. 
Old Nerfo's jealousy, good quidnuncs' gossip, — 
Alert to hawk traditionary discord, — 
And dar'st thou hope one tongue will wag for thee? 

Beat, [Dumbly.] True, — I'm undone — I'm ruined. 60 

[She sinks down on the couch. 

Donat [Energetically.] Yet what's the odds? 
Man's ill-will oft honors: — ^the world loves not 
The bold aspiring mortal in whose bosom 
Unwonted glowB what seems Promethean fire. 
Stolen down in Heav'n's despite; such hate re- 
straint. 
And the world pays it back, but dotee upon 
Th' oaf by custom limited and enthralled. 
Without one thought that he can call his own, — 
Sequacious, docile, doltish, dull and dumb — 
Oh! with a hangman's glee, it puts the clip 70 

On nature's impulses and intrepid thought. 

Beat. What tends this to? 

Donat. So cold and unresponsive? Oh! I love 
thee. 
But thou deny'st me hope, yet need'st my friend- 
ship, — 
Put off thy pride with thy bombycinous robes, — 
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Since thou canst well reck lost thy former station. 
With all its pomp, false glamour, and delusion. 
With all its wretchedness palled in brocade. 
Yet, if thou wilt, return! The Count will thrust 

thee 
In some retreat, to pray, to fast, — and die! 80 

The while he riots witJi his paramours. 
Couched in thy bed — so much he honors virtue; — 
Or, should he hear with fair face thy excuses, 
ril learn, ere long, thou'rt privily made away with. 

Beat, Didst think out all this ere thou brought'st 
me here? 

Donat, I thought not then at all — compassion 
moved me. 
And my great love for thee. 

Bent. Come shortly to the period, — 

What are thy plans? 

Donat Why, if thou'rt so abrupt,— 90 

One house, one bed, one table, and one fate; — 
Marriage can come later. 

Beat, Thy leman I? Thou'rt blunt, soldier, — 
Though here 'tis scarce a virtue. 

Donat, Was Semele Jupiter's? — 

She bore a god men worshipped. 

Beat, Hap'ly mal-adroit! So wouldst thou de- 
stroy me. 
With burning lust, man's thunderbolt of injury 
To trusting woman. But thou art not Jupiter, 
Nor Semele I; — ^hah, Donatello, 100 

Wilt thou not go away soon? 

Donat, How, — away? 

Beat, Forever from my sight. 

Donat, Beatrice! 

Beat, [Bi8ing,'\ I hate thee now, — ^thou wast the 
single star 
That beamed in my long night — >I've dreamed of 

thee 
Absent, and of the visions solace flowed, 
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Like a refreshing fountain in the desert. 
Not mine, still of me, thou wast all my youth, 
The idol in the secret cell of being, — 110 

Shrined with the rose's bloom, the dayspring's 

breath, — 
To which I turned with rapture, pure and holy, 
And then it seemed I laid the trQubled years 
Down, like a vestment: — ^thou hast robbed me of 

this. 
And bartering parents and the cruelest husband 
Look faultless now beside thee. 
Donat. Hah! Fm a beast. — tJiou wak'st me. 
Beat. [Wearily.] Go, — I loathe thee. 
Donat. Am I a dog that thou must ban me 
hence? 
But late a church-bell tolled the paseing hour — 120 
Then still thou lovedst me. Zounds! a very wo- 
man: 
Light wines, say vintners, soonest turn to ver- 
juice. — 
Never to see thee more? 

Beat. Never, if never means 

While sorrow lasts, and Injured woman weeps. 

Donat. Mass! say injurious, rather: 

Gross her soft moods, and woman's an arch-tyrant, 
Implacable, inexorable, adamantine, — 
As warps th' ill-seasoned heart of ash or pine, 
And warped, may break, but never bends or 130 

budges. — 
I'm unforgiven? 

Beat. Till my tears blot out 

Thy image from my memory. 
Donat. Make wise allowances: — 'tis woman's 
fashion 
To nourish figments, — men are little wont 
To hug the bodiless fringe of am'rous hopes. 
And find content therein — nay, thou must hear 
me! 
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Thou hast the power o'er shame, and wield'st it 

cruelly, — 
rve done thee little ill, and plead repentant: — > 
Dost naught deduct for nature? Love's a calen-140 

ture. 
And thiB same flaring of concupiscence, 
Which comes with love, brings cecity and mad- 
ness — 
Athirst for bliss, thence lovers plunge to ruin. 
Good men and great — 

Beat. [Disdainfully.] Go, go! 

How long wilt thou torment me with thy presence? 

Odious thou art to me, — odious thy words. 

Donat. [Turning away.] Ha! thing so proud,con- 

temptuous, and contemptible, 

I leave thee to thy fate. — Misfortunes bait thee! 

[Furiously. 
Dawn on thy darkest night still darker day! 150 

May thy damn'd lord redouble every insult. 
Gloat o'er thy undried tears, mangle thy body! 
And, as thou writhest beneath the tyrant's blows. 
With every quiver of the shrinking frame. 
Think thou of Donatello, who now spurns thee! 
Think thou of him whose life thou marr'dst before. 
Who for each pang thou sufPer'dst thrice groaned 

out, — 
Thrice for thy broken troth and damn'd compli- 
ance! 
I sought thee then in honorable marriage, 
And thou wast mine by all lips e'er protested, 160 
By all oaths swear, kisses unasked confirm, — 
What didst thou, say, when the rich tempter 

came? 
O curse thee! Curse thee! 

[Exit Donatello. The Countess sinks to a 
sitting posture on the couch, looking at 
the door through which Donatello van- 
ished. Presently, overcome by her emO' 
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tionSj 8he huries Tier face in the piUows 
and 80l>8 violently. Shortly she rises, puts 
on what clothing she had discarded, and 
departs. 



SCENE Y.— 'Before Pieta's house. Time, directly 

afterwards. As the curtain rises Constantia 

crosses the scene hurriedly. 

Oiac. [Emerging from hehind the pillar,^ Art 

thou gone now? 
Not once, but thrice yon figure brushed against 

me, 
Intrusive edging to the very door, 
As though 'twould enter, yet, arrived there, durst 

not — 
Its muffled crown projected towards the panel. 
In the deep shade a deeper shadow outlined, 
It ^ood intent, as listening. Would 'twere over! 
Accursed suspense, thou try'st the manliest soul — 
Ha! at last. 

[Cries from the house — murder! murder t 

Enter Cabiola, running away. 

Gar, Ho, Como, Como! Quick — away — ^where 10 
art? 
'Tis done. 
Oiac. Not yet! 

[Stabs her several times — she falls toith a 
loud shriek. Exit Giaoomo. 

Enter Beatbioe. 

Beat. What cry affrights the night so? Hah! 
Btill groaning, — 
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Where dost thou He? hapless! 

[Stooping down over Cabiola., she picks up 
the dagger. 

Enter Constantia and Offioebs vnth lanterns. 

Car, The Countess — O Countess! Countess Bea- 
trice — oh! [Dies. 
Beat, Cariola! 
Const. O my dear miBtress! 

[Embracing Beatbioe. 
First Off. [Seizing her,] Thou bloody murderess! 
Was not one enough? Thou'rt caught red-handed. 
Beat, [Resisting,] Scoundrel! unhand me. Vll- 20 
lain! slave! 
Who art thou? 
First Off. Why, I'm the fetch-in and agile pur- 
veyor 
To honest Hammerhunicus, our verdugo, — > 
Come! [Would drag her. 

Const, Mad fools! what are ye about? 
Was it for this I summoned you poBt-haste? 
My mistress was not here at all, I tell you, — 
A serving-man went with Cariola — 
Him have ye let escape, in your wise fashion: 
Patience! dear mistress. 30 

Second Off. She would now shield the Coun- 
tess, — 
Away with both to limbo! Hark! what's within? 
[Outcries from the house — an Offioeb en- 
ters it. 
First Off. Dying, the victim did herself accuse 
her,^— 
Who else heard it? 
Sec, Off. That did I. 
Third Off. And I. 
First Off. 'Twon't take a week to doom her. 
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Re-enter Fourth Offices from the house with 

PiBTA, wailing, 

Pieta, Dead, dead, d^d! My faithful Doma's 
dead! 
The watch was near, hut none came to her 

rescue — 
O villains, villains! 'tis your classic work. 40 

Dagged i* the middle with three several hlows, 
Her outcries pierced the night, — mine echoed 

hers — 
See! here's her hlood — she gasped long in these 

arms, 
While ye stood dumh without. Oh! find a friar, 
And bring a surgeon, too, — there may be life yet. 
[She re-enters the house. Exit an Offigeb. 
First Off. [To Beatrice.] Monster! will the list 

grow still? 
Fourth Off. I found this on the floor, sir. 

[ExhiMting a jewel. 
Beat. My bracelet, knave! What dost thou with 

it? 
First Off. Hear her! — unwariness betrays them 
all. 
Filipo, 'tis thy charge to wait us here — 50 

We'll to the prison, and bring back a trundle. 

Gome! must you be forced, you ! 

[Exeunt, coercing Beatrice and CJonstan- 

TIA. 
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ACT IV 



ACT FOUR. 

Freds. — ^A conversation in the Vatican between 
the Borgian pope, Alexander VI., and the two friars, 
reveals the holy father's interest in Count Nerfo's 
affairs, his disappointment and anger over the devel- 
opements, and a pique against Count D'Urbino, Bea- 
trice's father, who, it will be remembered, is referred 
to in the first scene of the play as coming to Rome 
on an embassy from Florence. Giacomo's dexterous 
hand again appears, and the scene concludes with an 
injunction to the disgraced friars to infiuence the 
judge who is to try Beatrice. Scene two shows Bea- 
trice in prison, still uninformed of the full charges 
against her; scenes three, four, and five, immediately 
connected, give the cruel trial and condemnation, 
including the punishment of the innocent but mal- 
adroit Constantia. 
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Act IV. 

SCBNE I. — A pHvaie room in the Vatican, Timey 
the next morning. The Pope ar^ the 

two Fbiabs. 

Alex, What! Count Nerfo dead? 
Word we received last night, hut scarce helieved it. 

First Friar, Dead, indeed, your Holiness, — . 

Dispatched hy poison. 

Alex, Dolts! stand hy and eee a rich man die. 
Us unprovided for? 

8ec, Friar, We had not time to clinch and seal 
the matter: 
Too sudden ends will frustrate host laid plans. 

First Friar, Upon the sacrament, 

ril swear we labored hard in subtle ways, 10 

Nor left undone aught that the See approves. 
To compass its most holy purposes. 

Alex, Ye're asses twain, still — zounds! ye 
failed, — 
What care we for your subtle wayB, if fruitless? 
What care we, say, or your superior either? 

[The two appear shame-faced. 

Sec, Friar, Under Rome's august favor. 
We yet may mend the matter. 

Alex, How? 

Sec, Friar, Why, the late Count, — 

Most excellent man, but fallible! — had lemans, 20 

Divers and sundry; and his last confession 
Revealed his passion for the putative niece, — 
The sixth of a fair train of Spanish damsels, — 
Co-housed in the palace with his wife; — 
With her, methinks, the young Giacomo 
Is over-friendly. 

Alex, Hah! proceed. 
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Sec. Friar, How, if the Countess, 

Put to the rack in, caput alienumf* 
Accused them both? 'Twould leave no heirs. 30 

Alex, Dost thou think them guilty? 

8ec. Friar, Why, I know not, — 

Heirs will not always trust the gout, or ague. 
Stone, colics, cancer, breaking o' old blood-vessels; 
Impatient, they must meddle — ^how if a mistress 
Become the prize too? 

Alex, Humph! true. 

Sec, Friar, Nor doth it much import, methinks, 
provided 
The Countess' confession prove detailed enough, — 
We can trust that, say, to the fidiculae, 40 

Alex, Thou'rt a scaramouch, — 'tis no jesting 
matter: 
Mayhap thou counsel'st well, mayhap not 

First Friar, His Holiness, perhaps, knows the 
young Ii^orentine, — 
Her father is the Ghibelline, Count D'Urbino. 

Alex, Mass! yes, we know him well — somewhat 
too well! 
He balked our plans once. What, Poltrino? 

Enter a Secbetasy. 

Secret, The Count Giacomo presents his Holiness 
With twenty thousand ducats. 

Alex, In gold? 

Secret. In gold. 50 

Alex, We give the Count Giacomo our blessing — 
Express to him our sympathy and friendship; 
Look to it thyself, Poltrino. [Exit Secbetasy. 



* In caput alimiwn — in. respect to Implicating others, in con- 
tradistinction to in eaptU proprium, an examination in respect 
to one^s own cruilt —terms commoner, It is true. In inquisitor- 
ial proceedings than in ordinary courts. 
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Friara! ourselves must mend your botched 

affairs, — 
Ye may not longer serve our august person — 
Rome's regnant bishop brooks not fools so near. 
Your last commission is to see the Judge 
That tries the Countess — ^urge Draconian rigor; 
Tell him our ears are closed to all appeals; 
Tell him we look to him to purge wives' hearts 60 
With chastening fears, wrought by this countess' 

fate: 
'Twill hurry matters — an exemplary doom 
Be hers — short shrift, immediate execution; 
Urge this, as ye still fear us. 
Count D'Urbino, Count D'Urbino's daughter — 

humph! [Exeunt severally. 

SCENE II. — The prison, Beatrice in chains. 

Time, as hefore. 

Beat. Gyves and the dungeon — thou art just» 

my God! 
The guilt and stain of sin's in thought, — ^the deed, 
Our legal peccancy, but publishes that: 
Hah! damned thoughts, are ye all brought to light 

then? 

Enter Gaoleb toith a cup of water. 

Good comforting fellow! 

Wilt not presently tell me what I'm here for? 

Gaoler. What thou'lt presently die for — 

Count Nerfo's murder, not to say more. 

[Puts the cup on the floor "beside her. 

Beat. Knave! durst thou plague me with thy 
oaflfih jests? 
Count Nerfo's murder, varlet! — is he dead? 10 

Qaoler. Well acted, 'swounds! [Eosit laughing. 

Beat. Ha! in a moment 
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The lamp of hope goes out, and leaves us dark- 
ling- 
No matter! Gome, hope's nobler substitutes, 
Courage, high pride, and deep philosophy! 
And let confusion work my final ruin. 
But how? What means? Who brings the charge 

immures me? 
Conscience condemns me to the felon's cell. 
But had the law purview of half its secrets 
Man's world were one huge dungeon! Their rash 20 

words. 
Who took me bending o'er the murdered woman. 
Had sure no import — ^'tis their handy ways 
To nab the nearest, while the rogue escapes. 
Oh! curses, Donatello, bear rath fruit. 

Re-enter Gaolbb loith Guabds. 

Gaoler, Come! thou'rt summoned. 
Raise thy leg, madam — ^humph! a dainty foot 
To fit the scarpines. [He releases Beatbice. 

Beat [Rising.] Whither? 

Gaoler. To thy trial. [Exeunt. 

SCENE III. — A court of justice: — a torture cham- 
ber, with cords, racks, etc., visible in the 
background. Usual attendants — Officebs, 
NoTABiES, Advocates, Cbieb, etc. Time, as 
indicated. Court sitting. 

Enter Beatbice guarded. 

Judge. Prisoner, hast thou an advocate? 
Beat. I need none. Why am I here? 
Judge. Ciceronello, do thou defend her. 

[To an Advocate. 
Beat. [Looking steadfastly upon him.'\ My lord 
judge, 
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Art thou God? 
Judge, God! 

Beat, Thought on thy high-domed temples sits 
enthroned — 
But if thou art mere man how wilt thou Judge me? 
Judge, Thou speak'st too boldly. Dost defy the 
law, too? 
It is a fearful thing. 10 

Beat, Hah! fearful? Thou say'st well — 
The ignorance of those that sit in judgement, 
Coupled with theirs who legislate, 
Makes law full oft the bloodiest of blind tyrants: 
Nor saps corruption less to breed malfeasance. 
Judge, [Sternly,] No more! How dost thou 
plead? 
Remember, thou speak'st now at thine own hazard. 
Advocate, [Aside,] Throw thyself on his mercy, 
madam! 
The evidence is overwhelming. 
Beat, Peace, fool! Sir, I have not heard the 20 

charges. [To Judge. 

Judge, Thou dost but stickle; — wilt comply with 
the forms, 
Or must thou first be made docile? 
Beat. [Wearily,] I wait thy will;— still all in the 
dark 
As to what puts me here before thee. 

Enter the two Fbiabs. 

Judge, Swear the prisoner — 

The solemn oath of book and holy relic. 

[A NoTABT swears Beatrice hy book and 
hone, . One of the B^abs goes up to the 
Judge, and hands him a paper; then seats 
himself with the other, directly in front 
of the t>ar. 
Notary, She is sworn, sir. 
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Judge. Now wilt thou burn in everlasting fire. 
Redoubled on thy soul to endless torment. 
If thou once lie'st, or utter'st aught in malice. 30 

[To Beatrice. 
Answer directly — ^thou didst give Count Nerfo 
The poison thyself — with thy own hand? 
Beort. Poison! Count Nerfo! — ^gods! 
Judge, Thou own'st then to the deed? 
Notary, record she started — ^take her words, too. 
Bent, Does he say eo? 

Judge, Prisoner, no levity! Closing mercy's 
ears. 
Shifts and evasions more imperil guilt 
Beat, But will he not confront me? Send for 

him. 
Judge, Thy draught missed not its object — he is 40 
dead: 
True, thy flight perhaps was earlier. 

[She shows violent emotion. 
Beat, Almighty God! a light breaks in upon 
me — 
Ringing In ears that little understood, 
''Count Nerfo's murder," now hath direst import — 
He's dead! untimely dead, as old age dies, — 
Hoped for its exit, when it comes too sudden. 
Meshed in the toil of circumstances, O! 
The hare wakes up as the cruel beagle rends it. 
Advocate, Be discreet, madam! 
Judge, [To Notaby.] Set all down. [To Beat.] 50 
*Tis well! contrition works in thee. 
We know all, child! [Mildly,^ Nay, be not stubborn 

longer — 
Thy guilt's a public secret, proof abounding: 
Blankly own all — who were thy accomplices? 
Give all their names — what end did ye aim at? 
Beat, What end dost thou aim at? My unhappy 
life? 

48 



Scene III, The Poisonbbs. 

Take it, and I'll thank thee. 
Judge, Youth's hot incontinence spurns the mar- 
riage vow — 
Impatience, and some eager lover's paBsion, 
Urged the mariticide; — ^what of thy other crimes? 
Why kill Gariola and old Doma? 60 

Beat. Wilt thou not charge me with Christ's 

death neitt? 
Advocate, Be civil, madam! 
Beat, Thou piping insect, 

Go! chirp to earthquakes, roaring winds, volca- 
noes, 
To mountain-billowing seas! but not to me — 
The soul's dark tempests mock at primal chaos. 
What! must innocence be wan, apologetic. 
Sleek, civil-leering, like a Jew a-bargaining. 
And when the false seducing world assails it. 
Thank God that it yet breathes? 70 

It is not patience, but a soul abject. 
Bears outrage flagrant with redoubled wrongs; — 
Just indignation vents in gusts of passion. 
And good men then indulge it, though slaves cen- 
sure. 
Judge. Speak on! 

But look that thou come presently to the point. 
Beat, O my lord judge! 

I'm numb, I'm tame, I'm broken — I paired misery. 
Nor lacked dull longanimity to bear it: 
Drearily wretched, an irresolute woman, 80 

Flapping in the winds of indecision — 
To go, afeared, to bide, unwilling too — 
Three years I've wept all night, and hoped no 

morrow. 
Three years I've cursed the still recurring dawn, 
Three years the stars, sun, moon, hope-blasting 

planetfi. 
Or what aught else rains down malignant influ- 
ence — 
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Yes! for destruction sighed, however violent. 
Yet from my duty swerved not, being woman, 
WhoBe sense thereof holds still her spirit captive: 
O! we are conscience' slaveB— ^round that pin that 90 

holds us 
Fluttering to our own hurt, like the butterfly 
Caught by a wanton boy, how many perish! 

[A Fbiab confers with the Judge. 

Judge. This is somewhat too long, being privi- 
leged, — 
Justiflcation can't face out crimes like thine. 

Advocate. Madam! I advise — 

Beat. [Violently.] Justification! That in thy 
teeth, thou Pilate! 
I thank thee for the check — gods! was I parleying? 
Let criminals justify, not Countess Beatrice — 
My liberty! I cry out for my liberty! 
Cursed be your forms! your dignity! prerogative! 100 
Cursed the inferring habit in a judge! 
Right antedates the law, though courts ignore it: 
Jailed, manacled, insulted — charged with crimes 
Not clearly detailed, kith nor kin informed. 
Yet rushed to trial haphazard, on my life! 
Great sir, I cannot deem I'm privileged. 
Stop the proceedings! Instantly release me! 

Judge. So! 

That speech was not a proem to confession, 
Which weakly we indulged thee. Thou base 110 

woman! 
Thou'rt put to trial here on three capital charges — 
The murder of thy husband, good Count Nerfo, 
Of Cariola Usto, and old Doma: — 
How dost thou plead? Indicia dire abound: 
Brav'st thou the question? Art recalcitrant? 

Beat. The question! recalcitrant! — 

Now, by that innocence thy charges outrage. 
By Christ's own death, by all the law e'er mar- 
tyred! 
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I Bwear ru suffer all thou durst afflict, — 

Still to thy teeth defy thee and thy judgments, 120 

Yea! all men's judgments, ordinances, and inven- 
tions — 

Ignorant man! who makes thee an arbiter. 

Sitting on the right hand of destiny? 

Nay, get thee down and have thy wit's wool 
carded! 
Judge. [Rising,] To the rack! 

Let not a pang be spared. 

[As Beatrice is seized, the scene closes. 

SCENE IV. — The same. Time, somewhat later. 
OincEBS, Gbieb, etc., as before. The Judge 
enters, and seats himself. 

Judge. Have they arrived that must confront 

her? 
Officer. All save one are here, worshipful signor. 
Judge. Bring in the Countess. 

[Exit Offices — clanking of chains, and 
creaking of screws heard from within. 

Enter Beatrice supported, her hair disheveled, 
etc.; Notary and others: the Briars and a 
Doctor in the background. 

Notary. These are the particulars, my lord. 

[Producing a paper. 
Judge. Read them. 

Notary. [Reads.] Under the fldiculae,* nothing. 
Under the plumhatae, — still stubborn. 
Under the ungulae, — some writhing; **Ood! God!" 
once or twice. 



* Implements of torture under their Latin names: AdieuUut 
compression cords; plumb<Uc^, leaden balls; ungukte, barbed 
hooks; eguuleut, the rack. 
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Under the equuleua, first time, — **Hardert harder! 

that I may die,** 
The same, second time, — nothing; hites her 10 

tongue; one hone perhaps broken. 
The same, third time, — "Regulus! Anaxarchus!* 

your resolution!" 
Judge. Well noted, — 

These are Indeed the barren results — twas vain. 
Call the Count Giacomo. 
Crier, Count Giacomo! 

Enter Giacomo. 

Judge. Our sympathy, young lord! 

We would not thus obtrude upon thy griefs, 
But that our duty and the case constrains it. 
What dost thou know about Count Nerfo*s death? 
Dost thou charge the prisoner with it? 20 

Oiac. Both with his death and that of Cariola. 
Judge. This instrument, my lord, is of thy mak- 
ing? [Producing a paper, 
Oiac. It is, signor; and properly attested: 
It gives the charges in detail, with proofs. 
Advocate. Is it holographic? Is it signed in the 

right place? 
Judge. Nay, turn, my lord — confront the pris- 
oner: 
She who now stands before thee is the same 
Thou namest here in this writing, Countess Bear 
trice? 
Oiac. The same. 

Advocate. 1 would have that tried with the other 30 
light- 
Turn to the east, madam! 



* Beaten to death In a mortar by Nicooreon, tyrant of Oy- 
prus, this philosopher, at the pistlllation. uttei*ed the mem- 
orable words, "Beat the bag of Anaxarchus — you will not 
beat Anaxarchus himself.** 
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Judge, LiT^d the couple in concord together? 

CHac, Sir, they were married. 

Judge, They quarreled? 

Oiac, As oft as breechers dine with rich men; 
That precipitated his death. 

Judge. Was he jealous of her? 

Cfiac, While he breathed, sir. 

Judge. He had cause? 

Oiac. The wife was young, he in caducous ripe- 40 
nesB — 
There must be pining on the hither side 
When such odds mate, right wonshipful sir; 
More I would not add. 

Judge. Thou'rt mercifully charitable, my lord, — 
We see through thy good heart, and honor thee. 
Well, sir? [To an Offioeb approaching him. 

Officer. The good Pleta is too ill to come, — 
Her deposition is at hand, sir. 

Judge. That later; — the others? 

Officer. Here too, sir: [Handing papers. 50 

Those of Stella and Stephania, waiting-women. 

Judge. Summon Gonstantia, the rebellious one. 

Orier. Constantia, waiting-woman to Countess 
Beatrice! 

Enter CJonstantia guarded. 

Judge. Thou'rt she we most would question: — 
mark! thy mates 
Vouched both the quarrel which thou couldst for- 
get — 
Is now thy memory better? 
Const. I'll not accuse my mistress! She is inno- 
cent; 
I tell ye, 'tis all error — ^when I followed 
The lady Gariola from the palace. 
She was attended by a serving-man, 60 

Or one, mayhap, that found that guise conven- 
ient — 
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Was it not yoUf my lord? 

[Turning impetuously to Giacomo. 

Giac. How! I?— the devil! 

Const. Was't not you I Baw with Carlola, 
Then to the left of the great Roman column? 
I hurried thence and summoned rash the watch, 
And through my eagerness to serve the law 
My tortured mistress groans, and I'm in gaol too. 
Didst thou not murder Gariola, lord? 
Counts may not like what nephews too well rel- 70 

ished: 
I spy'd ye oft together In the palace — 
Nay! since so far, I'll swear you made love well, — 
Dandling her on thy knee, how oft she kissed thee. 
In the pomegranate arbor in the garden! 
Was't not two nights ago last, lord? 

Judge Cease, wanton! Thou dost frame this 
charge of air — 
We will not hear it; — nay, my lord, have patience! 
No prejudice accrues from her rash words. 
Fool! thou must pipe a different burden — 

[To Const. 
Attend her to yon chamber, Rufello; [To an Off. 80 
Leave the doors open. Summon those that took 
them! [CoNSTANTiiL is led out. 

Crier. Antonio! Vito! Torregrossa! 

Enter the three Officebs of the watch. 

Judge. Take the oath. 

[The Officebs are sworn. A scream hreaks 
from vHthin. 
Beat, Hah! sure they rack Constantia; — 
Cruel, unjust judge! 
Judge. This thou couldst have saved her, — come 
up closer! 
Antonio, dost thou know who slew Cariola? 

[To first Offioeb. 
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First Off, There the murderess stands! 
Judge, Vito, dost thou know who slew Cariola? 

[To second Officeb. 
8ec, Off. There the murderess stands! 90 

Judge, Torregrosea, dost know who slew Cariola? 

{To third Officer. 
Third Off, There the murderess Btands! 
Judge, Antonio, how dost thou know it? 
First Off, The dying woman charged it in my 

hearing. 
Judge. Vito, how dost thou know it? 
8ec, Off, The dying woman charged it in my 

hearing. 
Judge. Torregrqssa, how dost thou know it? 
Third Off. The dying woman charged it in my 

hearing. 
Judge, E<nough! We thank ye. 

[Exeunt the three of the watch, — Another 
Officeb of the court comes from the tor- 
ture-chamber, and whispers to the Judge. 
More violent outcries from within — then 
silence. 
Beat, Fiends! can I do naught for Gonstantia? 100 
Judge, [Significantly.] Thou may'st! [He rises. 
Confront them on the rack! We will ourselves 
Conduct anew the question. 

[Beatrice is led off again into the place of 
torture. Scene closes. 



SCENE V. — The same. The Judge seated; — fill- 
scenes as teforCy Officebs, Advocate, No- 
TABT, etc. Time, as indicated. 

Judge [To Off.] Has she come to yet? Ply her 
witii restoratives: 
Go, bid the leech be brisk. 
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[Exit Offioeb. The Judge opens some pon- 
derous hooks. Re-enter Offices. 
Off. She hears now, sir. 
Judge. Bring her in. 

[Eidt Offioeb. The Judge turns the leaves. 

Enter Beatrice, borne in. 

Judge. Thau must die. 

Beat. [Weakly.] How, die? No more? 

[The solemn pause here. She is held up. 

Judge. Hah! hem! ho! hum! Cassis tutissima 
virtus. — 
Plena proJ>atio est, — Veritas prevalehit, 
Surgit amari aliquid — hem! 

[With the true juridical lurry. 
The codex of Justinian, and tiie pandects, — 10 

The Theodosian, too — none too Draconian — 
Digests, opinions, scholia, exspuitions. 
By Roman leguleians and Byzantine, 
Ancient and modern; and no less Transalpine, 
Under Garolus Magnus; not to mention 
De Nubibus, Du Ventus, Aslnorus, 
And others of our wise and eminent jurists — 

[Several suspirations. 

Advocate. [Aside, admiringly.] Most learnedly 
delivered! 

Notary. [Aside,] Is he not rare today? 

Judge. Would justify, uphold, and re-substanti- 20 
ate, 
By precedent and word direct, a sentence 
Cunningly devised to wreak dire torment, — 
Unusual, frightful, and exemplary torment, — 
To suit thy horrid crimes with fitting exit: 
But, tempered as our law is with Christ's mercy. 
We do eschew ingenious punishment. 
Yea! close our ears to thy contumacy, 
Willful, unbroken, stifP-necked to the end, 
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And — ^yet, mayhap, 

Ere the doom passes thou wouldst speak? 30 

Beat I listen — have done. 

Judge. Consistent with thy turpitude! Hear! 
then: 
On the third day from thy first heinous crime. 
E'en near its very hour, at vesper-bells. 
Thou Shalt die publicly upon the wheel; 
Rome shaJl not hold thy ashes — 
Thy carcass shall be borne beyond the city. 
And left unburled there till charity 
Accord thee room In the earth thou hast pol- 
luted; — 
God, for Christ's sake, have mercy on thy soul! 40 
Bring her woman. 

Enter Constantia guarded. 

Still lenient to thy sex, so 111 deserved. 
We sentence thee to serve a year in prison: 
Not wisely sovereign law brooks renltence. 
Away with them! 

[Beatrice and Constantia are conducted 
forth. Court breaks up. 
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ACT FIVE. 

Precis. — ^Learning of the Countess' terrible pre- 
dicament while drinking in a public place, Donatello 
tries desperately to save her, on the day assigned for 
her execution. Finding her case remediless, he suc- 
ceeds at length, after becoming himself involyed with 
the law, in entering the prison disguised as a friar, 
and there — drinking out of the very phial which 
Beatrice purchaBed to poison Count Nerfo — ^both die 
together, thus cheating the gibbet. The paralipo- 
menary epilogue showB the doniferous expiation of 
the true criminals of the play. 
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Act V. 

SCENE I. — A tavern in the auhurhs of Rome. 
Time, afternoon of the third day. Donatello 

8olu8f drinking. 

Donat. Cursed plaguey thoughts! ye rise still to 
unman, me; 
Wine drowns not quite the memory of that night — 
Remorse revulsive tugs hard at my heart-strings. 
Damn'd Donatello! durst attempt that deed? 
Resolved like the circumcised dog 
The Persian sent to beard the deity, 
Was't thou invad'st her sanctuary, thou black 

thief, 
All in the still of night to outrage innocence? 
I would absolve the soldier from his shame, 
I would deny the fact I own too well, 10 

But self-gloze and evasive elenchs 'vail not: 
She trusted me as would a little child. 
That strays out in the evil world alone, 
And soon perplexed, when the first gypsy beckons. 
Holds out its hand, and meekly, joyfully follows. — 
Humph! that's one picture — conscience draws full 

keenly; 
But there's a teasing devil in my cups 
Limns out another — faugh! faugh! faugh! 
I almost spew my wine out but to think on't — 
False perjured sex! — perhaps she rises now 20 

Rank from Methuselah's arms and day em- 
braces! — 
Pho! Balnt, I smell lavender. 

Enter Host. 

Host. Captain Donatello wants for nothing? 
Donat. Humph! no. Did I rap? 
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Host, Pardon! pardon, Signor Captain! 
Drinking alone makes soldiers melancholy — 
What's that to me, true! Inns bring various 

tastes: 
Let still mine host be brisk, stock well his cellar. 
Come when he's called, mind well his own busi- 
ness. 
And for the rest, my grandfather's motto, sir! 30 

"My guests* likeSy my likes — press not service" 
Some Parmesan, perhaps, with a dry biscuit? 
It saves the stomach, sir. 
Donat. No! 

Host. Pardon! pardon again, sir! [Going,] My 
boy Frato 
Attends your signals while I'm gone, sir; 
He knows the soldiers' cask as well as I : 
He serves your friends now — ^hark! a merry com- 
pany. [Sounds of revelry from without, 
Donat, Would they made less noise — 
Or, better, hanged themselves! 40 

Host, Ha, ha, ha! They go shortly, sir; 
Indeed, we all do — ^to the execution. 
Donat. [Listlessly,] Execution? 
Host. Ah, the times — our evil times, sir? Our 
bad women! 
Husbands repose not safely in their beds now — 
'Tis not enough to let cicisbeoe pluck 
The wedlock tree — ^they'd own the orchard too; 
Which false escheat oft woman's favor grants. 
She had a short trial — 'twill mend things some- 
what; 
Give me strict law, stern judges, and swift punish- 50 

ment! 
Such find the Countess Beatrice. 
Donat. [Springing up.] Countess Beatrice! 
Host. Ay, Bir, she — ^the Florentine; 
She poisoned her old spouse, the rich Count 
Nerfo — 
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Tuesday dispatched, to-day she joins him; 

She murdered others, too, to cloak that crime, sir. 

She breaks at vespers. 

Donat [Clutching him,] Bird of damn'd croak- 
ings! where leamdst it? 

Host, Zounds! sir, 'tis proclaimed throughout all 
Rome — 
Bivery parish ringis with it, every priest 60 

Decants on't. 

Donat, At vespers! Beatrice! Host, host — the 
time? 

Host, [Looking out,] It lacks of three, sir, 
By my grandfather's dial. 

Donat, Perdition! [Exit. 

Host. [Following,] Sir, I beg — Signor Captain! 

- Re-enter "Dothateujo, 

Donat, There! there! [Throwing money,] Bid 
Jacopo, when he comes. 
Bear my belongings back to Rome. 

[Exeunt severally, 

SCENE II. — A room in the palace. Time, some- 
what later, Giacomo at leisure, 

Oiac, Soon tolls the hour that leaves the Coun- 
tess nothing. 

[Pulls out a paper, and figures. 
Humph! twenty thousand ducats to the pope. 
Contributed unwillingly for safety; 
A thousand to Franciscans for a chapel; 
Masses to follow in six different churches — 
How minutes lag when hoped events impend! 
Somewhat, almost unrest, is in my soul — 

[Figuring again. 
Nera a necklace of three hundred pearls, 
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The amalleat rich <is was Oleopatra*8, 

Dissolved in a draught to Antony — 10 

Pish! there recurs again that qualm of conscience. 

Touching Cariola — I'll ask B^a Bpecco — 

Was't right to bury her still called hiB niece? 

The subtle casuist must resolve me that — 

Perchance, doing it, I sinned. — 

Enter a Sebvant. 

8erv, A captain, sir. 

Under the great Duke of Milan. [Exit. 

Enter Donatello. 

Oiac. Ah, noble soldier! Why this honor? 

[Cordially, rising. 
Donat. Hah! it seems 

One not a ghost haunts still the cursed palace. 20 
The Countess! come, we will save her. 

[Taking hold of Giagomo. 
(Hoc. Madman! away. What wouldst thou? 
Cease! 

[Would disengage himself, half reclining 
again. 
Donat. Oh, no, no! Thou canst not now prove 
loth— 
Up, up! We'll to Saint Peter's, see the pope, 
Bribe, bluster, threaten — anything to save her; 
Under God's arch none elBe can interfere. 

Oiac. Ha, ha, ha! Save a murderess? Never! 
Donat. Liar! liar! liar! [Beats him. 

Oiac. Help!— 

[Donatello chokes him, and draws his 
sword, forcing Giaoomo into a chair. 
Donat. Come one — ^thou diest! Speak that word 30 

again! 
Oiac. Be calm, be calm! I'll order them back. 
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Donat. Fiends! calm, and see thee balk to save 
the Countess? 
What! hast done naught for her? Couldst thou 

stand by, 
False coward! and not raise a succoring hand, 
Seeing her, purest angel! so misjudged? 
If she dies, I'll kill thee. 
Oiac, [Aside.] Resourceful blandishment! canst 
cope with frenzy? 
Alas! what could I do? What means availed? 

[Aloud. 
I hired the learned jurisconsult, Anselm, 
But all his skill and eloquence were vain: 40 

Condemned by evidence all irrefragable, 
The sentence went against her — 
Hadst been the Judge, thou too hadst deemed her 
guilty. 
Donat. Of Count Nerfo's murder Tuesday night, 

ha? 
Oiac. OthetB too, later. 

Donat. Thrice false! thrice perjured thou, thou 
sayst it! 
Thrice damn'd sure, presently, if thou sav'st her 
not! [Menacing him again. 

(Hac. Terrible man! how can I pacify thee? 
But speak. 
Donat. Up! instantly to Alexander. 50 

Oiac. [Rising.] Come then. 
Donat. So! thou art willing; — ^give the soldier 
pardon! 
Forgive him for his passionate wild nature; 
Call on his life if thou shouldst need it later — 
He'll ofter't as amends. Ha! I forget something — 
Fool, fool, fool! Precipitate rash fool! 
I must see others. Count! wilt sign a paper? 
It may suffice — ^thou canst be sent for later: 
I know an advocate outshines all Rome, 

65 



The Poisoners. Act V, 

In tender, passionate, pleasing, suasive power — 60 
Him must I find. 
CHac. Ay! I'll sign anything; — upon compulsion, 

[Aside. 
Later to be denied. [Aloud.] What must I write? 
Donat. [Dictating.] Upon my soul, I, Count 
Qiacomo, 
Nephew and heir to the late Count Nerfo, 
Believe the Countess Beatrice innocent. 
And heg his Holiness to spare her life; 
Pledging my fortune, name, and sacred honor, 
To furnish ample proofs. 

[GiACOMO writes this and signs it. 
Most excellent Count! I thank thee. 70 

[Eaoit with the paper. 
Qiac. Ho, Rodrigo! Ho, Luco! 

[As servants enter, scene closes. 

SOESNE III. — A street near the Vatican. Time, 

a little later. 

Enter Officbbs with ^Donatello, captive, 
an Advocate following. 

Advocate. Good soldier, patience! 

Hadst thou but seen me first, this had not hap- 
pened. 

Donat. The audience was refused? 

Advocate. Peremptorily, absolutely. 

First Officer. Sir, you detain us. [To Advocate. 

Advocate. I'll answer for it — ^but one moment! 

Donat. Is there no hope? 

Advocate. None — alack! her fate's inevitable, — 
All avenues of appeal are closed — she dies. 

Donat. Cursed pope! cursed Rome! cursed 
judge! cursed day that sees this! 10 

Cursed foolish Donatello, rash as simple! 
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Cursed world that cringes! Virtue that dies 

tamely! 
Or sees oppression dole his fellow death. 
Nor cries out vehement o'er the damned wrong! 
Advocate, advocate, how I hate mankind! 
O, for thy rage, Vesuvius! I'd belch flames, 
And crash in thunderous ruin on her foes. 
My Beatrice! must thou die? 

Enter another Ofeiceb. 

Sec. Off, Our fellow's mortally wounded, sir. 
First Off. Off with him! Off to prison! 20 

[The Officebs laying violent hands on him, 

DoNATELLO strugglcs desperately, breaks 

from them, and exit pursued. 

SCENE IV. — Before the prison — a scaffold in the 

distance, with people assemhling around it. 

Time, near vespers. 

Enter Donateujo, disguised. 

Donat. Mean habit! thou still leav'et me Dona- 
tello. 
Here will I take my stand — hard by the gate. 
Whence she must pass, my sainted love! to death: 
Somewhat I yet may do for her — it opens! 

[He shrinks behind a projection. 

Enter Oaoleb and Fbiab, from within. 

Friar. B^iar Recucullo attends her later — 
An eloquent Dominican from Padua. 
Gaoler. Him know I not; yet on thy word, Fra 
Specco, 
He shall have access. [Exeunt severally. 

Donat. [Emerging.] Excellent, excellent, excel- 
lent blind chance! 
Ho, Ghetto! canst thou serve me? [Exit. 10 
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SCENE V— AND LAST. — The dungeon of the con- 
demned. Time, somewhat nearer vespers. 
Beatbige on a pallet. 

Beat. Why come they not? 

Immured, the boldest dread impending fate: 
Prospection lends a thousand eyes to fear, 
Each several eye sees twice a thousand deaths, 
With mirrored pangs' exquisite agony — 
O law! strike swiftly, if thou Btrikest at all. 
The stillness and the gloom, the life without, 
Scarce partnered, yet insistent in its signals; 
So near, yet far; so present, yet unreal; 
Mine, and not mine; scarce quit, yet lost forever — 10 
The past, the present, and the unbridged future, all 
In dissolution's shadow — oh! 'tis horrible — 
Hope eager turns from this to definite hell. 
Enter Gaoleb, and Donatello as a Dominican. 

Gaoler, The Friar RecucuUo! 

Donat. [Microphonously.'] Mark well all that I 
told thee; 
Thou'lt have indulgence — ^we must argue with her. 

Gaoler. Friar, I will — I'd turn the pope away. 
Thou Shalt have the last minute. [Exit. 

Donat. Madam — 

Beat. Away! [He kneels 'before her. 20 

Donat. Beatrice! 

Beat. Hah! what speaks? 

Donat. Soft! Donatello comes to save thee — 
Exclaim not — ^wonder not — inquire not reasons. 

Beat. Woe! why this caution? I am past the 
stage 
That wonderB, feels surprise, or looks with interest 
On aught chameleon man puts forth, still mis- 
chievous. 

Donat. Put on this habit — ^boldly walk to free- 
dom. [Rising. 
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Beat Donatello! Donatello! Donatello! 
They'll lead me soon to freedom — I'm content. 30 

Donat To die! Upon the wheel? My Beatrice? 

Beat. Ay! there or here, the wheel or canopied 
bed— 
The spirit flies the same way. 

Donat. Thou wilt not go? 

Beat. Nay, nay, my love. Alas! alas! thou'rt 
sad — 
Oh! I'd not grieve thee, — I have done thee wrong; 
Wrung thy true honest heart, in falsest fashion, 
These several years — forgive me, oh! forgive. 

Danat Sweet angel lips, . 

Utter forgiveness flrst to Donatello. 40 

Beat. Tea! heart alone found true upon this 
earth. 
Freely I forgive thee, with my blessing — 
Alas! it is a felon's. 

Donat. Sweeter than heaven's benlson, or its 
hoi)e!— 
No sin is on thy soul, my Beatrice? 

Beat. Save what thou know'st — my lips refused 
to open 
Unto that cruel and all-surmising judge: 
The draught I purchased — ^that sums all my fault. 

Donat. For that thou'lt tamely die? 

Beat. Gladly, not tamely, Donatello — I am sick; 50 
My soul asks rest 

Donat. Let me take thy place. 

Here and without — live for my sake. 

Beat. Thou more than man! — and tenderer than 
woman! 
I could not if I would. [Shows chains: he weeps. 

Donat. All's lost! The cruel law triumphs; 
And yet — hah, Beatrice! I have something 
Which then I took from thee — alas! unwisely. 

[Produces the phial. 

69 



The P01SONEB8. Act V, 

Beat. The phial! 'Tis kinder, Donatello— 
The gaping crowd won't see me die, now. 60 

[Reaching for it. 
Donat. Embrace me first, beloved! — draughts act 
quickly — 
I would not be behind thee. [They embrace. 

Beat. Thou? O! thou must live; 
Be happy with a fairer — ay, and truer. 
Donat. Peace! 

I'm weary also; nay, my life's at stake, too; 
The hinds thought little of the soldier's prowess — 
Three bleed apace for't. O my Beatrice! 
Fate wantons in our miseries — ^here death frees. 
There claims Inexorably the manumit — 70 

Had we but known! The thought wakes madness: 
That fatal night suborned thy agony — 
Part guilty of thy death, ask'st me to live? 
Think'st that of Donatello? No, no, no! 
He'll show thee how to die. 

[Drinks part of the poison. 
Beat. To the infernal gods, then! 

[Snatches the phial , and drains it. 
Donat. 'TlB meet, tis fitting! The draught for 
Nerfo bought. 
We die by't. I'll not be foiled, though. 

[Draws his dagger. A pause. 
Beat. O Donatello! 

When first thou cam'st to me, that summer's night, 80 
A nightingale sang In my father's grove; 
Thou know'st the spot— the stars wink through Its 
umbrage. — [Pauses — then wildly: 

Florence! Florence! mother! sire! my lover! — 
The moon smiles on the Arno in the valley — 
Never! never! Friar! my mother! — duty? 
He scarce passed through yon wicket, my true 

lover — 
What! false ones^ sell me to the rich old Roman? 
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The nightingale sings now — Oh! 

[Di€8. A noise without Donatbxlo faJls, 
clasping what was Bsatbioe. 
Officer, Prisoner! the hour is come. 

[Loudly, as the door opens. 

Enter Officeb, Gaoleb, Guabds, etc. 

Donat. [Struggling,^ God! Thou mad'st truth — 90 
Thou seest this. Curses! 
But twenty in my way? — Ho! escalado! 
There! there! there! there! Count twenty 

corpses — 
Ha, ha, ha» ha! No mercy — die! 
Drive, Tuscan cattle! Hui! hui! A Sforza! 
Beatrice — 

[Dies. Guabds seize the Gaoleb; — the 
Officeb points to Beatbice's body — as it is 
caught hold of, to he dragged out, the 
scene shuts down on them — the play is 
done. 
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